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Life Among the Pre»» Agents, Their Manner» and Customs, a» Noted by Jefferson Macharner
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SU fAll as this department knows, the
only institution of any size in*New York
tha! has no press agent is the Aquarium
Ail'! it would seem to be an institution

iplendidly equipped to.well, not to support a

(MBagent, for the rumor is it lakes a goo«l
Wof money to do that -let us say, ideally
itijdtothe talents of a press agent.
Think of all the fish stories ready to his

had! And with the denizens of the Aqua-

nt new order, the enthusiastic sales¬man who often reads his wares *

LET us consider this morning the subject
of books. I used to regard a book in
a most iight-hearted and flippant way.
In my estimation it was a pleasant or

**8 companion, depending on whether'. I

"jlgf or Rot- My main interest was in the

g» and what he had to say. But it never

jarred to me to think of the hundreds of
people who had co-operated to bring

Particular book to my attention; If. I
kd a book I bought it as a matter of

p* and thought no more about it. I did
st°P to think of why I wanted it or who

^Pted me to want it. The thousand m-
«aces which had drawn me to the purchase^8 Particular book lay deep down in the
^ascious.

d*
tVmg recent,y bee» through the mili in
«îatter of publishing or having published

4s*!î lnCOnsequeníial volumes, I no loifger
ffi a book m this flippant way. For I
«¡| iti

e" m tt)Uch with the book business in
%ari tS* * ^ave $eered into mysterious
-*0 J^'"ts v,hich have to do with "distribu¬

te trade" and have seen the work-

rium confined as they art, it would never be a
ease of the "big one that got away"; so, natu¬
rally, all the yarns would be swallowed hook,
line and sinker. The historic old spot is re¬
plete with copy. Of course it is pretty quietin the fish zoo now where once the voice of
Jenny Lind rung, but an energetic press agentwith the help of a few seals would wake it up.
As the place is now, however, with admission
free, a press agent in the Aquarium would be
a veritable fish out of water. Literally that.

By FAIRFAX DOWNEY
Hut elsewhere there is no dearth of press

agents.those lineal descendants of the ancient
bards and minstrels. Their forefathers' fune
tion was only to entertain. It made no dif¬
ference if no one believed them.although
everybody did, for that matter. When the
bard would arise and render some wild saga
or ballad about giants and dragons and things,

all the company in the castle would take it as
fact. After each stanza the baron would
swear, "Strewth!" and there would be no con¬
tradiction. It was when it came to be a'ques-:
tion of buying a ticket and going to see the
dragon or the giant, or whatever the spectacle
might be, that carking doubt crept in.
But unworthy doubts have been dismissed by

the press agents growing all the more enthusi¬
astic and imaginative. From inventing myths
and legends which never paid until attractively
published centuries later they turned to a more
remunerative field. They will go to lengths,
but never as far as ^Esop, an earlier writer of
fables, who finally was condemned to go jump
off a cliff. Not even the press agents in the
''movie" field approve of such methods for per¬
sonal use.
Theater press agents are so called because

'^' fir*«
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ings of what we knowing ones call "the sell¬
ing #nd." What a revelation it has been! A
book now fills me with reverence.even with
fear.

The easiest part of making a book is writing
it. Don't let authors fool you on that. Some¬
times I meet fellow writers who look all hag¬
gard and woebegone and who say: "I'm all
in! I've been working like a dog for the last
thi-ee months on my new book." Of course

they have. That is their business. What they
have really been doing is enjoying themselves.
There is nothing so exciting and exhilarating
as creative work. And it is so free, so un¬

hampered by outside conditions and sordid
things like shops and stockyards and stock
markets, which oppress other kinds of busi¬
ness! It is really glorious sport, writing.
When it is over the author suffers a reaction
and, being human, likes to glorify himself a
little on the score of hard work.

I shall never forget my feelings when I left
the office of my publishers after signing the
contract for my first book. I seemed to be
able to spring lightly on my toes half the
length of a city block. As a mttter of fact,
I am flatfooted and overweight. But my
soul was aflame. I sang gayly and laughed
in the faces of passers-|iy, who eyed me with
distrust.
"A nut," said one. "How did he get it so

early in the day?" asked another.

í My work, I conceived, was done. My job was
merely to rest and wait for the royalties. And
then my publishers began to get busy. At
regular intervals throughout the day my tele¬
phone would ring. Never had I realized that
there were so many things a publisher could
ask an author to do. The technical detail of
correcting proof was delightful, but I have
never been able to learn how to make the
funny little, marks which professional proof¬
readers use, the marginal curlicues and dots
which tell the typesetter exactly what to do.
My corrections arc always in the form of elab¬
orate notes, which obscure so much of the text
that consultations have to be called and the
matter thrashed out at the printer's. Then there
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was the matter of il¬
lustrations and what
pages they were to go
opposite and the cap¬
tions for them and
who'd pose for them,
and did I have a good
photograph of my¬
self, and a hundred
and one other things
.the cover design,
the jacket and so on.

Just think, I never
knew before that
books wore jackets !
I always thought of
them as going around
naked. Some that I
have read ought to
wear overcoats and
mufflers, I'm quite
convinced.

Well, for a month
following what I
thought was the com¬
pletion of my book I
was the busiest little
author in New York.
The matter of my
picture was, as al¬
ways, an embarrassing one to me. Peo¬
ple always say, "Have you a good picture
of yourself?" What I really want is not
a good picture, but a good-looking picture.
I don't see how the two qualities can be
combined. Anyway, if my phiz is going to be
published I want it to be a help to my work,
not a menace. Of course, the result in this
case was that we chose the most bearable pre¬
sentment and let it go at that.

"Well," said my publishers^ "I think that
cleans us up. Everything is 'jake.' Oh, by the
way, did you write that little dedication?"
Thank heaven, I had it! Once more I left

the sanctum in a warm glow of elation. The
work was over.

The next day my phone rang eaidier
than usual, carrying the well known voie«

The up-to-date window dresser had
given his fancy full sway

of my publisher.
"I want a little bi¬

ographical sketch,"
he said. "Main facts
of your life, how you
started writing, a few
humorous incidents,
you know . about a
thousand words. And,
say, to-morrow you
and I are lunching
with Webster, of 'The
Chronicle.' He's very
important. When you
get time dash me off
about five hundred
words on the book,
bringing in some
bunk about the Mid¬
dle West. I'm going
to kid the papers out
there. G'bye."

Before I had finish¬
ed my Middle West-
ern essay I had, at
the instigation of
my publishers, be¬
came involved in a
violent newspaper
wranele with an cm-

inent critic and. had contracted to do
articles for trade magazines covering
fields as varied as music, dyestuffs and
automobiles. Interviewers rang me up and
tracked me down. As the publication date
drew near the publicity pace increased.

My brain was atrophied from composing
silly "personals" about myself and from writ¬
ing technical letters on subjects of which I was
totally ignorant.
My publisher developed an amazing fond¬

ness for prospective book reviewers and owlish
old gentlemen who wielded mysterious power
in departments of literary criticism. I became
so tired of being pleasant to people I didn't
know that I prayed for the publication date
as one longs for land during a hurricane. And
it came at last. The day arrived when the

papers bore the extra.large ad of my book,
with the magic words "Out to-day."
Another thrill was mine. Now all was done

that could be done, I ruminated. The rest was
on the lap of the gods.
Never was I more mistaken. The rest was

on the lap of my publisher. The Monday fol¬
lowing publication he rang me up. "Your first
reviews are very encouraging. Now every¬
thing depends on what we do this month». We
must hit the line hard for the next thirty days
and put this thing over big! I'm just sending
Miss Bowen over to you; she's from 'Women's
WorkN.wants an interview; and, say, can you
shoot me about twelve hundred words for 'The
Perfumer's Manual'? Lunch to-niorrcw with
Steffins, of 'The Record'.very important.
g'bye."
The next month was a nightmare of official

meetings, lunches, dinners and teas. I talked
to women'3 clubs, college clubs, press clubs and
church club3. As the month and I waned to¬
gether my eager-eyed publisher said briskly:
"The next two weeks we will make a drive on
the retail departments. I've fixed up a route
for you, taking in all the big book stores and
department stores. They ar<3 advertising you
to appear in person, meet people and sign
books, you know. Then you'll meet all the
clerks.the man and the girl who really sell
the books.this is very important for the
Xmas trade, ve-ery important. Get next to
the guy behind «the counter, see? We'll make
a celebrity out of you yet, kid."

Tie wa3 as good.or as bad.as his word.
At hi« behest I convened amiably with countless
strange females, who bore down upon me to
have books signed, to ask me what they should
do with their manuscripts and whether I was
any relation of Herman Chappell, of Toledo.
Several of my friends followed my city route
to kid me. In the interims between wielding
my fountain pen and murmuring nothings to
customers I cultivated the sales force as di¬
rected. To do them justice they were as bored
as I and seemed plainly to say "I wish he'd
get out of our aisles and let us do our work."
I was able to establish a vague personal rela¬
tionship with some of the younger clerks. Mr.
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they sometimos press theater tickets on one.
that is, all the most efficient ones we have
known have done that. Press agents in the
üetrary and art fields are known as "logroll-
ers." This is a distinctly minor branch of en¬
deavor, for it is so indirect and uncertain.
The other fellow may decide not to play after
all. It is that very uncertainty which caused
us to take and keep a vow not to mention the
work of the artist above until he starts some-

There still remain many of the old
aristocrats of the book trade

Hogarth shows us one of the new order, the en¬
thusiastic salesman who often read3 his wareé.
This type I could approach. But there still
remain many of the old-fashioned aristocrats
of the book trade, austere seniors, who only
sell you a book as a mark of special favor. To
them all this pow-wow of publicity was dis¬
tinctly distasteful.

I hinted to one of these ancient conserv¬
atives that I, too, suffered somewhat from the
strenuousness of modern methods.

"It's terrible, sir," he said, solemnly. "They
have all kinds of goin's-on in this store-
lectures and readin's, and whatall. And have
you seen our window? It's a disgrace."

1 inspected it. The up-to-date window dress¬
er had given his modernist fancy full sway,
having constructed a fantastic arch to attract
the passer-by. And the books were mine Î With
a feeling of guilt I hurried on. What next? I
wondered.
The following day I wearily picked up my

phone to bear my publisher say: "Listen, son!
Barnum's circus opens next week at the Gar¬
den. They're going to have a parade of the
freaks, and it occurs to me"..
But I never heard the rest of his sentence.

At the thought of what he might propose I
fainted.
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